GENEVA

THE BRITISH CONTINGENT. Hear hear!

SIR o. What about the Unlovables? Judas Iscariot,
for instance?

DEACONESS. If he had loved the Master he would
not have betrayed Him. What a proof of the truth of
my message!

BBDE. Do you love Ernest here?

DEACONESS. Why of course I do, most tenderly.

BATTLER. Woman: do not presume.

BBDE.  Ha! ha! ha!

DEACONESS. Why should I not love you? I am your
sister in Christ. What is there to offend you in that?
Is not this touchiness a great trouble to you? You can
easily get rid of it. Bring it to Jesus. It will fall from
you like a heavy burden; and your heart will be light,
oh, so light! You have never been happy. I can see it
in your face.

BBDE. He practises that terrible expression for
hours every day before the looking glass; but it is not
a bit natural to him. Look at my face: there you have
the real thing.

DEACONESS. You have neither of you the light in
your eyes of the love of the Master. There is no
happiness in these expressions that you maintain so
industriously. Do you not find it very tiresome to have
to be making faces all day? [Much laughter in the
British section]*

BATTLER. Is this to be allowed? The woman is
making fun of us.

DEACONESS. I cannot make fun. But God has or-
dained that when men are childish enough to fancy
that they are gods they become what you call funny.
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